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My Hands On You 


Author's Notes: 


| hope you like this story. | am a big Cult fan and | know their early iteration, Southern Death Cult, a bit too 
but Aki's character is not one | know very well, so | hope | didn't mess this up too much in term of 
characterization. Anyway, | was very happy to get to write young lan and your prompt was pretty inspiring. So 


merry Ficmas to you! 


It was sheer luck that lan had been leaving their rehearsal place only a few minutes after Aki did and that he 
passed alongside the park to get back home. While walking alongside the dark and woody area of the park, he 
heard noises and commotion. It was not unusual - it was just another late night fight, wasn't it? - and lan 
would normally pass by and not pay too much attention to what was going on at night in there. He knew better 
than trying to get involved into fights with local drunk or strung-out idiots. 


When he heard someone cry for help and recognized Aki's voice, however, lan froze for a second and then 


forgot about the potential danger of mingling into a fight and dashed into the park. 


Thankfully for Aki and for him, the simple fact that lan ran into the park yelling Aki's name had apparently 
startled whoever was assaulting his friend. Maybe the fact that a police car passed by with its alarm blaring 
helped scare off the assailants as well, even if the police was obviously not driving around to intervene with 


what was happening in the park. 


lan saw three silhouettes disappearing in the darkness as he arrived next to his bandmate. He heard voices and 


insults fading away. 

Paki! Faggot! 

Faint drunken laughters. 
Weil finish you next time! 
Silence, at last. 


Aki was on the ground, his arms crossed over his face to protect himself. He was shaking and lan wasn't sure 


whether he was wounded. It was way too dark to see very well. 
"Aki, it's me... lan. Aki, are you hurt?" 


Aki didn't reply right away. He seemed too shocked to say anything or remove his arms from his face. lan 
knelt next to him and tried to get him to put his hands and arms down. 


"They're gone, you're safe. Aki.. Tell me you're ok! 


Finally, Aki realized that there was no danger anymore. It was just him lying down in the park at night and next 


to him, the unexpected but reassuring presence of his friend 
"lan? .. How.. W-Why a..are you here?" 
lan would have smiled at the question if he hadn't been so worried. 


"| was walking back home. | left right after you. But why on earth were you crossing the park by yourself in 
the middle of the night?" 


lan cursed under his breath and felt bad almost immediately for having made that comment. Now was not the 


moment to blame his friend for being attacked. 
"| Know..." Aki sighed. 


"Did you know them?" 


"No, ‘course not.. Just some drunken teens..." 

They both knew it was not simply drunk teenagers. 

"Skins?" 

Aki tried to sit up. 

"|... | guess." 

Of course, he knew they were skins. Young stupid skinheads drinking in the park at night, just waiting to have 
an opportunity to unleash their irrational rage and violence on anyone who didn't look white enough or straight 
enough according to their standards. 

"Fucking racist bastards," lan uttered. 

"Don't get all worked up... I'm alive. I'm fine." 

"No, you're not. | mean.. We don't know. Let's go to my place! 

"You don't have to..." 

lan didn't say anything else but he didn't let Aki protest any further. He helped him out to his feet and noticed 
Aki's legs were still shaking a bit. The singer wasn't much taller or stronger than him but he still managed to 
help him walk the few blocks to his apartment. 

Once they were inside, after having climbed the stairs for the three floors to reach lan's apartment under the 
roof of the townhouse, Aki threw his jacket on the floor and let himself fall on lan's old lumpy couch. lan 
turned on the lights in order to have a good look at his friend and see if there were any major wounds on his 
face. lan squatted in front of the couch where Aki was sitting. He pushed Aki's black hair out of the way and 
turned his chin towards him. The drummer had a few bigger cuts on his right eyebrow, on his upper lip and on 
his forehead, as well as a bruise that started to swell on his left cheek There was blood that had started to 
dry around the cuts and wounds. It was hard to know if the cuts were big and deep or if there was just a lot 
of blood 

lan's face showed concern nevertheless. 


"Did they hit you anywhere else?" 


Aki didn't reply immediately. He squinted his eyes and clenched his jaw. He was in pain obviously but didn't want 
to admit it. 


"Damn, Aki.. It's me, you can tell me what happened.. | can see it hurts. It's not just a few cuts in your face, is 


ie 
The singer didn't say it but he was worried that one of the guys might have had a knife with him and stabbed 


his friend. He could see Aki was holding his stomach but he was wearing black clothes and they were dirty and 


muddy from having rolled on the ground so he couldn't see if there was blood anywhere else. 

Aki sighed and winced. 

"They had those combat boots, you know? With metal on the front. They were kicking me." 

lan nodded, slightly relieved to hear there was no knife involved but still worried about the damages done. 
"Okay.. But you could have a broken rib or something. Maybe we should go to the hospital." 

No... [| recover. Its just bruises," Aki replied. "Probably." 

"Probably?," lan repeated. 

The singer stood up and went to the kitchen to get a glass of water for his friend. 

"lll get something to clean up your wounds." 

lan rummaged in his bathroom cabinet. The inventory of what he had was quickly done. He didn't have much 
and it was too late to go to a pharmacy to buy anything but he had alcohol and painkillers and that was better 


than nothing. lan also grabbed a couple of small towels. He let warm water run on one of them. 


When lan came back to the main room of his tiny apartment, Aki was still on the couch. At least, he wasn't 


bent over and clutching himself anymore. He was leaning back with his head touching the wall behind him. 
lan sat next to him. 

"How bad does it look?," Aki asked 

"Not sure, Im gonna clean your face first! 


Aki gave lan a half-smile. He was very surprised to see lan being so calm and responsible. He was just an angry 


and dreamy punk kid most of the time but this evening, Aki was discovering a brand new side of lan. 


The singer moved Aki's face towards him and started to dab on his face with the wet towel to try to remove 
the blood carefully, in order not to push too much on the bruised areas. No matter how careful lan tried to 


be, it hurt. The drummer didn't make any sound but lan could see he was in pain. 


"I'm sorry, Aki.. | have to clean those, though." 

"| know, just.. Do it. Don't worry," Aki said while closing his eyes. 

"kay! 

Once he was done cleaning the dirt and the blood, lan had a good look at his friend's face and the extent of his 
injuries. The wound closest to Aki's hairline was the biggest and deepest and it was still bleeding a bit. lan used 
the other clean and dry towel to wipe off the blood and held it in place for a while, without pushing too much. 
lan was leaning over Aki as he did so. Nobody was talking but the silence wasn't heavy or awkward. Aki opened 
his eyes and saw lan's face smiling down at him. lan's free hand moved up and caressed Aki's bruised cheek. 
The singer's touch was featherlight but it made Aki shiver. 

"| don't understand why people do things like that. Why there's so much hate..." lan said softly. 

"Stupidity... Alcohol.. Never a good combo." 

"lim not the smartest.. And | drink.. | would never do that." 

"| know," Aki said. "But you're smart, lan.. Very smart. And you're a kind person" 

lan's look shifted away for a second and Aki thought he saw a hint of blush on his friend's cheeks. 

"Don't go in the park at night alone again, promise me." 


"| won't. No more shortcuts." 


lan removed the towel from Aki's forehead and grabbed the bottle of alcohol from the table and some cotton 
balls. 


"Hs gonna hurt a little when | disinfect, | guess," lan warned. 


Aki simply nodded and let lan tilt his head back. lan put the alcohol-soaked cotton on the larger wound on Aki's 
forehead. He saw his friend make a face when he touched the wound but he continued, as gently as possible. 
Once he was done, the singer scooted closer to Aki and softly blew on his forehead, in order to soothe the pain 
and the stinging from the alcohol. 


Aki muffled a gasp and closed his eyes again. He remembered his mother would do the same when she was 
cleaning his knees or elbows after he would have fallen from his bike when he was a child. Maybe lan's mother 
was doing that too with her son and that's why he was repeating the gesture? Was it something all mothers 


do? He never imagined lan would be so gentle and caring. 


The drummer tried to stop thinking about this. He hated this situation anyway. He loved the attention, of 
course. lan's attention was a gift and something he always wanted but not this way, not for tending to his 
beaten-up face. He would have much rather liked to be handled by lan with that much gentleness just because 
it was what lan wanted, not because lan had to. 

The singer had soon finished cleaning Aki's wounds. 

"How's the rest?" lan asked. 

Aki snapped out of his musing and opened his eyes when lan talked to him. 

"What do you mean?" 

"You know what | mean.. Where they kicked you," lan said. 


"There's nothing to do anyway.. Just bruises that will heal. 


lan could understand that Aki didn't want him to see his bruises but at the same time, he was still worried 


that Aki was downplaying the extent of the beat-up he had taken. 


"| know, and | have nothing for that, but.. Can | see? Did they get you real bad? | just wanna make sure you're 


ok." 


Aki looked down and started to unbutton his shirt. When he was done, lan pushed the sides of his shirt open, 
revealing many red and purple patches on his torso and abdomen. Probably a dozen already and maybe there'd 


be more by tomorrow morning. 
"Shit, Aki.. That's bad," lan breathed out. 


The singer's hand grazed on a couple of bruises on Aki's stomach. The touch felt electric and Aki had to use all 


of his willpower and self-control not to moan and lean into the touch. 


"lan... It's ok," Aki said with a strained voice as he moved lan's hand away from him. "Just bruises. You saw, 


alright?" 
The drummer had a hard time pushing lan away but he had to. He had rarely been so close to him. He had 
never been able to look into lar's brown eyes and notice the green nuggets sprinkled in his irises or study the 


shape of his mouth and full lips. lan had never touched him like this, of course. It was all Aki had ever wanted 


and it was what he didn't want to think about. 
It seemed so natural and effortless for lan to touch him... 


"How's your back?," lan asked, breaking the spell under which Aki was starting to fall. 


"Don't know... Just a few hits on my back, | think! 
The singer turned around and reached for the pills that were on the table. 


"Take these," lan said while handing them over to Aki. "It's painkillers, hopefully that'll numb the pain and you 


can sleep." 
"Thanks. | don't live that far. | can go back home now." 
"No. No way I'm letting you go out now." 


Aki looked at lan's overly serious face. There was no point in discussing. He would spend the night there for 


sure. 
Aki swallowed the pills with the rest of his glass of water. 


"You've been a great friend, you know... I'm okay now, you've done enough, lan. Go to bed. | will sleep here.. In a 


little while." 

lan looked at his friend and shook his head. 

"You're not sleeping on the couch, it's too small for you. My bed is big enough. You'll be more comfortable." 

Aki didn't expect this. 

"No, | don't think so," he replied. 

lan smirked. 

"Don't wanna sleep with me?," lan teased. 

Aki almost choked on his water. Was lan just joking innocently or did he mean anything else? Aki thought he had 
managed to hide his crush on lan fairly well and knowing lan as much as he did, the guy was probably just 


being genuinely gracious and nice. 


Maybe there would be no harm in accepting, he thought, since lar's intentions were candid. And this would 


probably be the only time Aki would get to be so close to lan.. 


Half an hour later, Aki climbed in lan's bed just wearing his boxers. He had a splitting headache and his heart 
was racing a million miles an hour. He would probably never be able to sleep but he didn't care. He had to lie 


down and rest somehow. 


He turned on his side, giving his back to lan who was ready to get into bed on the other side. It would be a bit 
too much to look at him right now, he thought. 


lan took off his t-shirt and jeans and slid under the sheets after he blew off the candle that was sitting on a 


wood box next to his bed, since he didn't have any actual lamp in the bedroom. 
"You're ok?," lan asked. 

"I'm ok, yes.” 

"Painkillers have any effect?" 

"| think so.. A little bit," Aki lied. 

The pain hadn't diminished yet but he didn't want lan to worry anymore. 


The two guys didn't say anything else for a few minutes. They were just lying there in the dark, with a few 


faint lights coming in the room from the street lamps as there were no curtains on the window. 
lan was lying on his side as well, looking at Aki's back. 

Suddenly, the drummer felt the mattress dip right behind him. lan had scooted way closer. 

"| don't want to hurt you... But... If it's ok with you..." 


lan didn't finish his sentence and instead slid one arm around Aki's waist and the other under his pillow. lan just 


let his hand rest on Aki's lower abdomen, without pressing on his fresh bruises. 

Aki bit his tongue and swallowed back a sigh at the contact of lar's warm body against his back. 

"Can we sleep like this?," lan whispered. 

"ts... Fine. Yes," Aki replied stoically while his inside was melting like ice cream in the sun. 

"m sorry | didn't arrive faster,” lan added 

"You still saved me. That's all that matters." 

lan shifted position a little, spooning Aki in the most comfortable way for both of them, and then buried his 
face against the back of Aki's neck A moment later, the drummer swore he felt lan's lips press a kiss on his 
nape. 


"Sleep tight, Aki.” 


